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Holding Lovie by the hand she submissively followed the
man out of the house, across the little intervening yard, and into
his desolate front room.
There was his chair by the window! He had evidently been
sitting at that point of observation for some time, waiting to get
a glimpse of the wrathful Jenny, for the Daily Worker lay
on the floor, and Wizzie noticed the end, reduced to the smallest
possible dimensions, of this ascetic smoker's latest cigarette,
lying on the window-sill.
Claudius brushed hurriedly with the flap of his coat the
only other chair in the room and begged his visitors to be seated;
and in her new mood of docility Wizzie sat obediently where
he placed her and took Lovie on her lap.
Meanwhile Claudius shuffled across his littered room and
came back with a model of an airplane in his arms, "Isn't this
pretty?" he said addressing Lovie and waving the airplane up
and down before the child's face so as to resemble a flight
through the air.
Before very long Lovie had slipped off her mother's lap and
was seated cross-legged on the floor playing some silent game
of her own with the airplane, while Claudius was taking advan-
rage of a woman's presence in his retreat to put various crucial
questions to her about the preparation of cabbage, so that it
should not be too unpalatable, and the washing of men's shirts,
so that they should not lose altogether the shapes of their collars.
"There she is!" cried Claudius suddenly, drawing quickly
back from the window out of which, for all his politeness he
had been constantly stealing anxious glances. "You'd better
go," he added hurriedly and bluntly. "I don't want her to------"
He stooped down and, picking up his airplane from the floor
with one hand, gave the other to Lovie to help the child to her
feet.
Wizzie smiled at his trepidation; and even Lovie, with one of
those inexplicable flashes of clairvoyance that children display
when you least expect it, looked straight into his eyes as soon as
she was on her feet and said with intense deliberation: "My
mummy likes it here and I likes it here, though there isn't no
goldfishes."
Once more Claudius made the child a quaint little formal
bow, such as he might have given to Wizzie herself. This ges-
ture appeared eminently satisfactory to Lovie, who gave him